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Soames nodded. " I shall tell them that we shall justify.
Give me the young man's address/'
" Macbeth Chambers, Bloomsbury. It's close to the
British Museum. But do remember, sir, that to air Miss
Ferrar's linen in Court will be as bad for us as for her."
Again Soames nodded.
When Fleur and her father had gone up, Michael lit a
cigarette, and passed back into the c parlour.' He sat
down at the clavichord. The instrument made very little
noise—so he could strum on it without fear of waking the
eleventh baronet. From a Spanish tune picked up three
years ago on his honeymoon, whose savagery always
soothed him, his fingers wandered on : "I got a crown,
you got a crown—all God's childern got a crown ! Eb'ry-
one dat talk 'bout 'Eaben ain't goin' dere. All God's
childern got a crown."
Glass lustres on the walls gleamed out at him. As a
child he had loved the colours of his aunt Pamela's glass
chandeliers in the panelled rooms at Brook Street; but
when he knew what was what, he and every one had
laughed at them. And now lustres had come in again;
and Aunt Pamela had gone out! " She had a crown—he
had a crown	" Confound that tune ! " Aupres de mi
blonde—ilfait bon—fait bon—fait bon ; Aupres de ma blonde,
iljait bon dormir."
His £ blonde ?—not so very blonde, either—would be in
bed by now. Time to go up ! But still he strummed on,
and his mind wandered in and out—of poultry and politics,
Old Forsyte, Fleur, Foggartism, and the Ferrar girl—like
a man in a maelstrom whirling round with his head just
above water. Who was it said the landing-place for
modernity was a change of heart ; the re-birth of a belief
that life was worth while, and better life attainable ?
c Better life ? ' Prerogative of priests ? Not now. Human-

